A   BACKDOOR   INTO   BURMA       133
building is of wood, raised high on piles but the village is clean
and wears an air of cheerfulness. Gloomy depressing India is left
behind and gay pleasure-loving Burma is reached.
It was the night that the Indian and Burmese Census was being
made and a polite young Hindu duly inscribed me and my age
and my profession, and all the rest, on an official form. I was
quite pleased to record my existence in so remote a corner of the
world. After all to register at Tamu hundreds of miles from
any place that man ever heard of was more interesting than would
have been some dull spot at home in the company of thousands
of other Englishmen. In any case the courteous Hindu Census
clerk from the Post Office thought so and from the fuss he made
I might have been signing a Treaty of Peace or a Declaration of
War. I dined with two hospitable young Englishmen in the
roomy bungalow of the Bombay Burma Corporation. Most of
their time seemed to be spent in the jungle with woodcutters and
elephants, searching for, felling and hauling teak—a good life if
it were not for malaria which is very prevalent in this region—but
there must be spells of loneliness, for they are often separated
by the nature of their work and much alone. It had taken me
three days to cover the forty miles that lie between Palel, oue
starting-place in Manipur State, and Tamu, so steep are the
ascents, so deep the valleys.
At Tamu fate was kind and I learned to my satisfaction that
there was sufficient water in the Yu river to proceed down that
stream for a few days by dug-out canoe and thus reach the
Chindwin at Yu Wa. By this means I was saved a further walk
across the next range of mountains to Sittaung. My porters were
tired and I was told that the scenery on this latter part of the
road was not so attractive as that I had already seen. So I sent
my coolies back to Manipur and with Mohammed, my Indian
servant, set out the next morning through the flat jungle to a
point on the Yu river where the stream was navigable for " dug-
out " canoes that drew even as much as eight or ten inches of
water. To the music of the bells of the oxen that drew the little
cart that held my belongings, with Mohammed perched on the
top of them, I walked for four hours to the river bank. How
pleasantly the wheels creaked and the sound of the driver's voice
as he cheered on his patient kine was like music in the fresh
morning air. The forest was cool and lovely, though here and
there quite unexpectedly we came across deep wide ditches of
black mud, overhung with strange dank vegetation and smelling

